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“Who are your people?”.asked Bart-
lett to gamm time. He must make a
plan to separate Billy from this impe-
cunious smitor. Authority was useless.
He must use act, finesse.

“My father was a minister,” returned
the Watermelon. “Yours was a grocer.

Billy told me. Families don't count in |;

America”

. “Through .
bottle, Not that I am above getting
¥ull once in a while, 'cause I ain't. Just,
I'm not a drunkard. See? [ didn't
keep on losing jobs through drink and

be-
cause I hate to work. It takes too
much of your time. An is like
a prison to me. A man loses his soul
when he stays all day bent over a desk.
He isn't a man. He's sort of wtc
- L} a

mn:htoaduk.ﬂ_utsan.
of things to th abom:l;:tk

hearing what the other sad He
frowned thoughtfully at the floor as he
pondered the situaton. If he objected
1o the vouth in Billy’s presence, she
would stand up for him, all her love
would be aroused to arms and she
would see no wrong in her hero. If
the fellow. snapped his rs, she
would run away with him. 'hat _did
Billy, tender, gently-guarded Billy,
know of tramps, of the rough, unhappy
side of existence? Nothing. But jf
she caught a ghmpse of it with her
own eves, saw this lover of hers in his
true light, dirty, drunk, disreputable, the
shock would kill her love utterly and
Bartlett would not have to use that
authority of his which was no author-
ity, which Billy would refuse to obey.
She had been free too lang for any
one to govern her now. The only per-
son who could cffectually bresk the un-
fortunate tangle was 12{: Watermelon
himself. Bartlett glanced at the gloomy
face beside him and read it as he had
grown used to reading men and events.

The Watermelon was young, hardly
older than Billy; he was desperately in
love, with a love that was pure and
true and generous. He was thinking of
Billy an‘llannt of himseli. His opposi-
tion to Bartlett was merely the anger
aroused by Bartlett's sneers. He was
in reality filled with humility and re-
pentence to a degree that he would do
anvthing to kil] the love Billy here for
him, knowing with his man’s knowledge
that he was not worthy of her, and
longing with his yvouth and love to sac-
rifice gimself for her best good, seeing
through young, unhappy eyes, only the
ast, his own shame and profession.
orgetting the possibilities of the fu-
ture, he had gone to the extreme of
seli-loathing. The one thing he saw
was his past, that past that was wholly
unfit for Billy. It blocked th: entire
view, crushed him with the weight of in-
exorable facts. To the yvoung there are
hut two colors, black and white, and the
Watermelon was very young. Bartlett
looked at him keenly and decided that
his plan would work. that he would not
have to take a last desperate and inef-
fectual stand against Billy. -

“See here. Io August we are going
to our place in Westhaven. It's a small
town in this State, np the coast away
north of Portland. Come to her there
at the end of August, come as _you are,
a tramp, dirty, shabby, drim—

“I don’t drink, not as the others do.”

“Come drunk. Let her understand
what being a tramp means, what your
hife has been. If she still wants vom,
I hazdly see how I can stop her. That's
only fair, for what does she know about
vou and your life? You know all about
her. what she has done and been and
is going w do. Leave her now, this
svening. Go on being a tramp and then
come to her, at the last of August
Come as a tramp, mind. Don't let her
think that it is a test she is being put
to or she will only laugh at it and us
and go on wanting vou just the same,
scorning to he tested, to think that her
love conld fail. Give her some other
excuse for your going. You must see

let her see what she is up against.”

“Yee, 1 see. 1 tried to tell her,”
agreed the Watermelon gloomily.

“If she loves vou through it all, she
can have you, and I suppose I will have
to consent. | can afford a {Cll!‘lilt‘“il
son-in-law and I guess an American
tramp is preferable to a European

B o/t be peamsi 2 the Wa-| o>
“I won't be penniless,” said the Wa- | where 1 am, Billy, no mattfr what ha
termellon. T could work like a nigger | nens, you are the best in me andpi
f;_r a ;rmnhd:ha[.nd oluin for;! ﬁ'ﬂr will keep you best.
thirty of whi would owe for board.” ' Billy, kid, ‘.
“Thats just it" declared  Bartleit | jore sy Do Do Kid I atways
1 T “And we will get married and live
the way she is used to being supported, | happily ever after.” crooned B
away to-night, Billy, back

promptly. “You can't support Billy in
can't give her the things that have be-

come necessities to her.” ta the road.

) d m “Oh, Jerry. please. dear
said the Watermelon, trying to reason | knew how much I
“No, Billy, vour father’s rightt He
ou time; for me to

“l can support her m my own way.”

down his own benumbing repentence

and humiliation as well as to convince | czid to give
Bartlett of that which he himself knew | away for a while and maybe you wou

4
L tha c “And if I did," demanded Billy. “if
couldn’t give her a servant, for in-|| loved another, wouldn't you be jeal-
stance. and servants to Billy are like | oyg?
chairs to some people, absolutely neces- | Jerohoam Martin?" She clenched her
“’__{ . . . |small fist and pounded him on the knee
Ve love each other,” said the Wa- |1 emphasize the passion in her voice.
A -~ : . “If he were a decent chap—" stam-
“That's all right. But you can't al-| mered the Watermelon, “itp:ould be
“:IS be sure your love is like elastic better for you‘"

to be all wrong. .
“But that isn't Billy's way. You

termelon simply.

and stretchable. Come as a tramp and-

as he had grown used to doing on the

though the modern child has no respect
for her parent’s authority, she likes to

tional.”

“Yes, but I trust vou not to let her

her and will not let her know.”
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l1arge, comfortable chairs, with many-
colored pillows and ribbons and chintz,

one’s” thirst and offer cooling
comfort on a hot day.
The Mary Gloucester was
after a poem of Kipling's, and her own-
er was_explaining ensconced
gracefully, if solidly, in a many-cush- |the
ioned chair, her feet a bit awkwardly
on the rest before her, a fan in onc
hand and a small, fat, white, woolly dog
:g her L}‘p, his fc::: ‘:ttl on trhé railing,
is mouth open a is tiny tongue
ing moistly from between his teeth.
“Whom do you love the more,” ask-
ed Bertiec Van Baalen, “Kipling or this
angel child?” and Bertie sought to pull
one fluffy white ear near his hand. But
the little dog smarled angrily - and
snapped sharply at the hastily with-
drawn fingers.

“You didn't tell her it was my plan
Bnﬂle:t. “I have to go on liv- I

idn't tell her, but she's next

speak to her," said Bartlett
“I wouldn't like Henrietta to
find out about it. Billy has wanted a
motor boat for some time. 1 may give

They walked slowly to

once more shook ha
“I would gladly have given the thou-
have you Barchelor, |

with a sudden lurch of the boat,
;:t:.l:tfos lost his balance and fell over-

us, my lamb" cried
3 & , save him for me”
Yes, yes" declared Bertie, hanking
over the rail and watching the strug-
gling dog in the water below.
ves, certainly.”

“Henry,” plnﬂed the widow.

, as
the |and watched Billy warily, tenderly, She
leaned

left her there among
watching him across the bars.

CHAPTER XXIV.
Poct or the Poodle.

HE day was unusually hot for
late August in Maine. The grass
was brown and dry, the leaves
hung limply on the trees and the dust
in the roads was ankle deep, No breeze
came from the sea, while the sails of
the pleasure boats drooped in warm
dejection. Every one had sought shel-
ter from the sun, and wharfs, streets,
and houses of the small seaport town
appeared deserted.
Bartlett had taken himself off to the
dim seclusion of the house, where he
lounged with windows opened, blinds
drawn and a small table of cooling bev-
crages necar at hand.
drowsy, shrill hum, of the crickets and
the muffled, monotonous’ roar of the sea
had a soothing influence and Bartlett
let his book fall from his hands and
slept. stretched at case in the steamer
A door gently openin
ly shutting aroused him.
yawned and grunted.
“Hello,” drawled a voice, slow, in-
different, familiar.
Bartlett recalled a
when, with rare credulity, he had kid-
naped a stranger ahd had discovered
that he had been the one in truth to
He turned his head and
“atermelon crossing the room.
He knew that it was the boy by the size
of the shoulders and the grace of the
long limbs, but the thin, good-natured
face was covered with a month's
of light hair, the brown suit with the
pale green and red stripe was a suit

“Oh, my i
wido w? PBert

“Yes,
::r;j the door “If | comie, he was in the same neighborhood,

g said Henry soothi
hiding a2 gleam of satisfaction in
mild blue eyes. “I will have the boat|mouthed, foul, abusive? It would be

¥

sands I have lost to 1s

boy.” said Bartlett gently.
“Aw, thanks,” said the Watermelon.
“Tell the others 1 will be around
when 1 have sent another telegr
The Watermelon found Billy sitting
on the steps of the only hotel in town.
It was a big, square, uncompromising
affair, blank and unattractive, and Billy
alone on the top step, looked somehow
small and forlorn and childlike.
Watermelon sat down beside her.
“Where's Henrietta?”
lm{‘i:!g her eyes and the question they

c ;ridnw's daughter and chaperon
appeared in the companionway, flushed .
and sleepy. “Mamma, what is the mat- | derstand !ul!f' and with a sudden gquick

“Caroline, my precious lamb,” and|madness when one is young and pret

shan't tease him,” crooned the lady, ty
matically sea-|and care-free. Billy wo read her

slapping at Bertic with the fan, while
the little dog turned again to the sca.
“Yes, indeed, Mrs. Armitage,” said
Henry Bliven solemnly.
fully, whom do you love the better,
or the blessed duckems?” ,

Jo not hesitate or seck 1o spare
cither of their feelings,” urged Bertie.
laughed, fat, content-
“Oh, you silly boys, coms
d a dog, a blessed little)

the widow motioned dra
ward. “Henry, you said——

“I will” said Henry. “I will have
he asked, ig- “Tell us truth- |the t e t a 3
sked, & _l will do that,” cried the widow.|admired cleverness intensely, not bein
You jump overboard and save him.”|slow himself when it came to a har
Caroline yawned and raised her soft |bargain. The boy had gentle blood in
i ; “Do | his veins, too, more's the pity. It was
him, Bertie, I'm not equal to the|simply a case of a family gone
task of comforting mamma, just now.” |to seed. Poor little Billy and her pupy
_ Bertie looked at his immaculate yacht
ing clothes and hesitated,

“Ah, vou do not love me,” cried the
“Oh, my babv, my own.”
I love you €0," said Bertie solemn-
uld | I¥. “l refuse to leave you in vour grief
even for a moment.”
A long white arm shot over the crest
of a tumbled wave and was followed by | gl
a man’s head and long. thin body.

“Up stairs,” said Billy, “fixing up.”
She raised her hands to her own soft
hair and bit her lip to get up courage
to voice the question her eyes had al-

the general?” asked the

Billy nodded backward.
fice, trying to convert the landlord. The
landlord’s a democrat, you know.”
“Come and walk down the road with
me a bit?” acked the Watermelon. He
rose and held out his hand to help

The heat, the white hands to her tumbled hair.

paring a poet an

“I know it's hard on the dog” agreed
Henry, gracefully
wreath upward from his fat, red lips,
moist like a baby's.
care to be compared with a thing so far
beneath him as a poet. but all the same,
are you a sport or an intellect?”

“An intellect?” questioned the lady,
wrinkling her brows and gazing puzzled
at the youth in the chair bheside h
“Are vou, n other words, explained |d
Henry, “of mtellectual or sporting ten-

The
man_ swam well and quickly and was

faited - miserabiv making straight for the now swimming

attempt to be brave.
It was late afternocn, sweet and cool
as they left the village behind.
deep quiet of the last of the day was
and woods and road,
heat and strenuonus
moming done. Cows were slowly me-
andering across the pastures to
familiar bars, empty teams rattled by
on the way home, the driver humped
contentedly over the reins, thinking of
the day's bargains and of the supper
waiting for him.
lengthening, long and graceful across
the village green
Neither Billy

“A rescue, a rescue,” cried Henry,
and added sofily 1o himself, “Oh, pop-
“Think.” warned Bertic, “before "
Kipling. a great poet, aumt
of sentiments that will stir mankind
for all ages. sentiments that will en-
noble, strengthen——"

“Do you know,” confessed the widow
with the gleeful naivete of a child, “I
like Kipling because he's so bad. He
says such wicked things"
and glanced audaciously from one vouth

CHLP_'.EER XXV.
As He -.u_:: Wenld.

HE widow leaned far over the

rt was opened at the throat, “Oh," said she, “the man
without a tie or button, while the pan-
ama was shapeless and colorless, but
worn with the familiar

_“Ah” said Bartlett.

“As truth,” agreed Bertie.
might retire, vou know.”

"1 won't look.,” promised the widow,
turning her back and peering over her
“But-is he near my lamb
Will he, can he save him>"
yes, mamma,” said

e shadows were

“Jeroboam Mar-
He smiled as ome who meets an old
[ for

al ‘friend,

Martin had shown a fine
g’ct‘linhgm?.;;l ol‘; tigtl:’t place and curry-
ing t a desired project with suc-
cess and nerve, and Bartlett had grown
to like the lad,
“Am | bum enough?” acked the Wa-
termelon, with no i
When one has come to test love, life
is too grim for smiles,

“You are fairly dirty and

Bart!

“I have had hard luck,”
“How's Billy?"
“Pretty well, thanks.”

“Expecting me?” asked the Water-
melon, taking off his hat and gently
patting his back hair as he had a way

ng
Bartlett nodded.
actly as vou are.”
on the little girl” mut-
; He sank into
a chair and stretched out his long legs
with the weather-strained trousers and
dirty, broken shoes.
tired. Been hoofing it since sun-up ves-
terday with hardl
to see the kid
o and get drunk,” returned
And then you can sce her”
The Watermelon frowned. “See here,
I don't drink, necessarily.
brand to be plucked from the burning,
a sheep strayed from the fold
whisky bottle wasn't my undoing and
didn't make me take to the highway.
I was always down, T
I hate work: T hate worry aud
trouble, slaving like a Swede all day
for just enough money to be an ever-
I like leisure and

Henry reached wearily for his glass
on the table beside him and Bertie Van
Baalen sighed heavily.
You make us bad

nor the Watermelon
spoke until they had left the wvillage
some little way behind and had come
to four cross-roads with the usual small
dingy schoolhouse, door locked, dirty
closed for the summer and
shabby, faded blinds drawn.
Billy knew from

“You women!
Don't vou know
You want us bad, so we are
“Unfortunately,

Bertie and Henry leaned over the rail
and watched the rescwe, the long, easy
strokes of the swimmer and the amuse-
ment on his face as a wave carried
within reach and

“I don't want you men bad,
ports,” explained the widow, fanning
hersell slowly, cheerfully.

Henry waved

the Watermelon's
face that the interview with her father
had been far from satisfactory.
fearcd that the Watermelon has not
“stood up” for himself, that her speak-
ing to her father that moming had not
helped matters as she had hoped it
She tried to think of something
that would influence the boy,
something she could do to show him
how she cared, so he would not think
The Watermelon was
silent, for, now that the hour of parting
had come, he did not know what to say,
could not bring himself to leave her,
gay, foolish, light-hearted Billy.
fe, however, was the first 1o speak.
recalled miserable
days of long dull confinement, and he
nodded toward i, pausing in the grass
by the wayside.
ment,” said he, “to buried freedom.”
“I never went 1o school,” said Billy.
“It must be awful”
“Awful” the Watermelon shrugged.
ten vears from my life.
Schools should be abolished.”
e | A 3 Thev sat down on the tiny, weather-
that it is only fair to the little girl 10| ctained step, side by side, in the gather-
ing dusk

i digression  aside.
“Now. tell us frankly, black and blue,
cross your heart, do vou prefer a small,
dyspeptic, overfed, snappmng bundle of
cotton wool which s, for the sake of
cuphemism, called a dog, to one of the
greatest tmnds of the day?™

“Yes” said Bertie.
here now, and you had the blessed an-
gel, mother’s pet, and one volume of
Kipling complete, the only book of his
in the world, and the only one” there
could ever be, the only book in which
we could hand on to our children and
our children's children
thoughts, the only book, mind vou, and
i you had to throw one or the other
overboard, a piece of sticking plaster

the struggling d
rabbed the little woolly back
aved!” cried Bertie,
just in time to grab Mrs,
who was alss turning to see over t
shoulders and whirl

“Safe, dear lady,

,said the Wa-
rail, by her fat
her around again.
but look the other way.
clothed in the seafoam and his own
nobility, nothing else” .
Henry was already disappearing dawn
the companionway. the vacht was
ing and the crew standing by «
ower deck to lend assistance to res-
cued and rescuer,

The evening was warm

What little breeze there had been dur-

“Suppose we sat
of leaving her.

“Yes, but not ex-

“Oh, mamma, I'm

standing monu-

a stop, I wanted

1 the Watermelon ear-
nestly, and then stopped.
Poor little Billy's heart fluttered and
she put her band to her hair in her ner-
“You know.” she said firmly,
irrelevantly, “T love yon, J
“I know, dear,” replied t

nd 1 love vou. No matter

I'm not fallen.

VOUSness.,

lasting cheap guy.
time to develop my own soul”
waved his hand in airy imitation of

“That’s all right,” said Bartlett. “But
1f she can stand you soused
she can stand you sober.
o know what she's getti
cides to take vou after a
_The Watermelon's tired face grew a
bit whiter under the tan and beard. He

1 bope to hell it

I'm shiftless, lazy,

right, if vou say so.
will kill her love on the spot and she
won't suffer for it afterward.
pose it will.” . He started for the door

ve it on you?" he asked

Bartlett tossed him a bill

Wouldn't you kill

“Yes," said the
slipped it into his pocket,

“Have one with me before you go.”
mhi;;:{c a glass and the

P e Warcrmeton i
e Waterm lled his gl
t._ “To Billy,” said he.sm and

e - ‘m - A
I'will give my consent™ Bartlets grew | “when the girl has to do all the lou.
lmlda positively convinced he::har illy | ing.”
could no longer care w she had =
once seen the drenken sot, promised 1‘:’:0!:5& :nd stared angrily before her,
Street, o o that which be lnew e | See the diflerence?  asked. the Water
would not have to do. T will give my | melon.- “It’s simply i B

consent, if Billy still can care. T know | love fo be as grest st Mine 5:; your
that Billy would be a lot happier with | reason. Your hsthcl E'r widd 3 could

my conscot, too, than without it. For, (10 you the last of August at Westhaven,

She pushed the hair out of her | Bartlett

Maine is a2 prohibition State, b
the Watermelon -4 - g s

|s0. At two, or the s, he had seen

have her wedding peaceful and conven- a:“:ﬁt?h“uﬁ cﬁﬁlym.d ~
“Can 1 say good-by to her?” e Wil Stel the We
know that she is to be put to a test m‘g:n;;?a?’w% gy 7o e
If you love her, you can see thag I am | Martin, when will 1 not cre

“{"cs\" said the Watermelon, “T love m.m.,."lf..""::“e.."" rrerrogl o dbone

gleaming sands, broke with i
splash of seaweed and ttnlll:»l:sda n:‘mslm
and ran back to meet the next one. The

uneasiness over Billy and the Wa-
termelon. e s thou Iy

Y
3
3 5
:
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against a pile and gazed over
the vast unrest of the occan to the
distant horizon, with dreaming, unfath-
omable eyes. Bartlett knew of whom
she was thinking, whom wafting for
more and more eagerly every day pow
as August drew to a close and still he
did not come. But this evening he had

drunk and probably hungry. When
they met, as they must and that shortly,
would he make a scene, become loud-

hard on Billy, and Bartlett wished vain-
ly that he could spare her. But it was
best that she should know, should un-

cut it would be over with, the June

folly in the bleared eyes of a shiftless
fool. Yet the boy was clever in get-
ting out of a tight place, and Bartlent

love! A most unfortunate affair, the
whole mistaken, unhappy business!
“There comes the Mary Gloucester,”
said Billy, breaking into his thoughts.
She nodded toward the vacht, steam-
ing majestically around the headland.
pennons  gayly waving and the bright
awning a splash of color in the aiter-

ow.
“The Mary Gloucester,” chuckled
Bartlett. “That woman hasn't the sense
of her ugly httle '!\nodle dog.”

“1 know,” said Billy, “that s why |
have always been so afraid of her?”
“Why afraid of her”

“For a mother.” explained Billy un-
fortunately, but characteristically saving
the wrong thing
Bartlet: flushed “You just admitted
that she was a fool. Do you think
would marry that kind of a woman?”
“Men always do,” =aid Billy, “A
fool's bad enough, but a fool and money
are simply irresistible.”
“You know too much for your age”
satd Bartlett coldly.
“I don't exactly knmow it.” blundered
Billﬁ. “1 just see ir.”

“Billy, have you ever seen .mf—-"
“Yes, father. That night in the pa-
vihon at the Ainslevs'—"
“That will do, Billy™
Billy was hurt. | don't mean to be
nasty, ° - ‘er; but vou atked me——"

'I: ¢ vomes the mail boat,” inter-

e ! Hartlent firmly
mﬁ'illy L oked at it and sighed. It was
the last of August and Jeroboam Mar-
tin had not come. Had he forgotten
in two short months?
Bartlett laid ms hand tenderly on
her shoulder. “Forget him, girlie. He's
not worthy of you"
“He said he would come,” whispered
Rilly.
“If he doesn’t, dear. you have me
We have stood together through ev-
ervthing for eighteen years and will
stand, still, eh, Billy>"
Billy bent her head and rubbed her
cheek against the hand on her shoulder
with a half laogh and a half sob,
With the first sight of the smoke on
the horizon, heralding the approach of
the principal event of the day, the ar-
ri\'alpnf the evening mail, a crowd had
begun to gather, the usual motley crowd
of a summer resort on the coast. Towns-
people hung indifferently on the out-
skirts, while the summer visitors, n
daimy dresses and baggy trousers, sun-
burnt, jovial, indefat:gable, pressed to
the front. The hum of talk and laugh-
ter grew as the crowd grew, good-na-
tured, meaningless chatter. The sight
of the Mary Gloucester, steaming grace-
fully into port, was greeted with a gay
flutier of handkerchiefs and straw hats,
and Billy and Bartlett, standing where
the yacht would dock, were soon the
center of the laughing, merry crowd,
ready and eager to welcome home the
stout widow, her unfortunate chaperon
and the twe “supplements,” as a vil-
lage wag called the fat Henry and the
slim Bertie.
As the vacht drew near, the widow's

form was seen by the rail,

on one side a tall vouth, and on the
other, two, side by side and apparently
i no very good humor.
“Three. by George” cried Blatts, a
prosperous brewer from Milwankee.
“She left here with two and returns
with three. Where did she get him,
Bartlett ?”
But Bartlett did not answer, did not
hear. The gangplank had been lower-
ed and he was watching in numb fas-
cination, the tall vouth walking beside
the widow, her ridiculous dog in his
arms., It was Jeroboam Martin in an
immaculate white suit of Bertie's, His
hat was off and his hair, after the swim,
gleamed soft and vellow. For the sake
of the widow upon whose boat he found
himself, he had shaved as well as he
could with Henry's razor, and while his
cheeks were smooth enough, he still
wore a small vellow mustache and goa-
tee. Both were brushed until they
shone like his hair and they lent a fas-
cinating and distinctly foreign air to
his tong, thin, clever face. In his arms
was the little dog with its enormous
bow of sky-blue nbbon.
Bartlet wondered if he were going
mad and seeing things that were not

Martin, dirty, shabby, tired, and had
given him money on which to get drunk.
At seven, a yacht, which had not been
in Westhaven for over a week, care-
fully deposits the youth, clean, fresh,
mdweli-;imscd at his very side. Was he

Billy, too, had seen, but did not won-
der. She knew he was a tramp, for he
had said he was, but she never thought
of him or pictured him other than well-
dressed, well-cared for, gently blase and
a bit She looked at him now

i1
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with the youth for nearl
being pretty familiar wi
I form, the thin, careless
is was equally impossible that
lom piece of humanity who
that afternoon in  the
and inquired for Billy was
They were one and the
l‘nufg he %nd Bkilly had
ooting. 0 ask the i
drunk was an absurdityb?y -

“I suppose I can give him a job
he won't have much more to
" thought Bartlett, hope<

Watermelon  dropped
hands and turned to ber father in
bred greeting, but their eyes met
:ﬂ lhhcad Wntnmnlﬁln's was grim d
e seen Billy again and nothing
could part them now. All his humility
nd repentance had gone, and in their
place was his old-time arrogance and
sublime self-assurance. Fate i
form of a little white
him and Billy togethe
Watermelon, still clean, still well-dress-
ed, and to all outward appearances the
same as the other gay vouths of Billy's
acquaintance. With
he scorned to lower himself for any
rove himseli worthy,
Out of his ree
his manhood. He

RRF
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ead up, jaw shut,

one. He would
not unworthy of
pentance had grown
was no nameless hobo of the great a

of the unemployed. He 4
boam Martin, son of the late Reverend
Mr. Martin, in temporary financial em-
barrassment that could b: soon reme-
He would work for Biliy and
they would be happy on his wages. He
drew himself up and held out his hand,
Bartlett could take it or he,
pleased. The Watermelon had sought
or desired no man's favor, and Jero-
boam Martin would not stoop to do so.
For one second the two stared at each'
other grimly, square jaws shut, lips
smiling, then Bartlett's hand. shot forth
and he clasped the Watermelon's.

said he, “how are you,

And =ill holding him by the handy
he patted the Watermelon on his arry
After 21l e liked +he buyy
and nght or wrong, wise or foolish,
| | fate was against any cther action, late
in the form of a hili-drowned piodle

“Ah, Martin,”

og.
The Watermelon rested his arm on
Bartlett’s shoulder with boyish affec-
n. “Say, Bartlett,” said he in a low
voice, “lI got drunk, honest to rights.
But it was so blamed hot; 1 cooled o
in the ocean before
was about and that sobered me up
again. Then [ saw something fall from
the yacht and 1 thought it was a kid
from the noise they were making, not
I swam out to help and of
course they hauled me on board, and
now the widow 1s planning 10 marry
Bartlett roared. “Say, boy. er—er—
mayhe vou need a loan until T can ses
about that job for vou”
Once more their eves met and this
rime in complete and tender accord.
“You're all nght.,” whispered the Wa-
termelon. s face softening. “And don't
vou worry about Billy,” he added, Il
take care of her”

TUee for Old Newspapers.

From the Natioea! Review,

In the customs statistics of Newchang
for 1811 thers appears as a separate Itemy
under the heading of paper an importa«
tion of 4211532 pounds of old newspapersyg
valued at $1.138 This is & new featurs,
old newspapers,
to he mostly British, are In extensive des
mand In the Newchang district for wall
paper for native houses and coltages.
Apart from this new development,
importation of forelgn paper was somes
what less in value, though more in bulk,
than In 170, but the difference Is fan
than balanced by a largely ine
creased Importation of paper of native
manufacture. The local Chinese newse
papers have enormously increased theim
circulation during the year. This is doubt«
less the reason for a greatly enhance®
demand for printing paper. both of na«
tive and of foreign make of cheap qllllil'_rl

which appean

CREAM, MILK
ARD
TYPHOID, Ete.

L
any epidemion of rphofd Rave besn traced
to mw milk. (Keber.)

1
In the trphold epidemic of Camel in 1908
fover 20 cmses within ¥ dase), oanly thees
who dmank raw milk chutmcted the diseass,

-9
In hospitals whers & charge was made from
mw to properly pasteurized milk trphold oo
ditions immediately luproeed amd the mar
tality rate decreased.  (Edsall

L8
Trrhodd i leas frequent in conn
Mttle raw milk is vsed (Berliver.

It bas been found that smong patrons of
dairies sipplying properly
atd ercam there comur but very few cases of
typhoid.  (Rosenaw.)

[ 8
Disease grrms rise with or cling to the
rream, which eontaios at
As fmany bacteria per wolume ss the whols
milk from which £ was sepurated  (Schrmes

In Japan where little cows’ milk fo used
scarlet fever ls practically unknown.




